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girl. Nothing but trouble since she's been here."

It was true that the Palestinian At, a dumpy hirsute
girl with a yellow squodgy face, was not particularly
useful to Sister because she spoke only-German, and
Sister very definitely spoke only English. When I
-acted as interpreter I tried to mitigate their rudeness to
each other, but the loathing in their tone of voice
transcended the language barrier.

"It wasn't the At/'I said.

"You're always defending her. I believe you're
infatuated."

" Oh, Sister," I said, " you know I've only room for
one in my heart."

For a moment the stern creases in her face crumpled.
Then she said, "Now attention, all of you. We're
moving in four more beds this afternoon. So it's going
to be more important than ever to keep everything tidy.
And I will not have you lying outside your sheets when
the Doctor is on his rounds."

" What do you want us to do ? Stand up? " Rupert
asked. His leg had just been cut off well above the
knee.

" You know exactly what I mean. I don't mind you
leaving off your pyjama tops when it's as hot as this.
But only the tops. And you must keep yourself under
the sheets."

" But we're quite decent like this. And it's swelter-
ing hot under the sheet."

" It isn't that.   It's a question of discipline."

" If we lie under the sheet, Sister . . . I say, Sister,"
Ned began. She turned round to look at him. Even
lying in bed he seemed gigantic. Sweat was pouring
down his face and neck until it was lost in the thick
tangle of hair on his chest.